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Enſuing the Game: | . 2 


This Nations oma, that Barbarous Regicide, 2 — 3 finde, if t have ſucceſs. 
Heaven did proclaim with a moſt dreadful Breath, 2 
Its Vengeance on the Tyrant at his Death. * 3 

He thar all other Villains did excell, Os the . STORM, Kc. 


Was not to go with common figns to Hell, 
Ru gn we muſt, Hell his damn'd Soul doth claim, 


W 1 ha Prodi ions Winde, when lately dy'd \ Hom bes ius Rassen! Rue Wickedne 


Commets light Princes to theic Sepulchers : 
In Storms. as hideous as his curſed Fame: 


His end in ſtorms, was like a Conjurers. a 
As arſt was Rome, founded was our New State, His dying ſcreiłs affrighred makes og Tiles ; 


And juſt like Hero was our firſt Tyrants fate: Trees are turn d down for his Iaferna Pile, 
Wolt nurſed Romulus, together drew, And about him round for Gibbets, Roots are tot! F 
By Liberty proclaim dan Impious Crew li ſuch a Storm Great Vandermaſt was loſt. N 
„Ot baniſh'd Thieves, and bloudy Fugitives, Mal room then tor him, Hell, who kill'd his KH hg, 
Such that their Neighbors ſcorn d to give them wwes: Am rom Rebelling 's tall n to Bellowing. — 
| — d wich theſe, having bis Brother lain, From the top on's Pride this Monſter now * dead, 8 
70 7 ted BY * war began his Raign. nin ob „and Curſes bout him ſptead. ; 
is To p iter he prays for Vi atter Fury tom Gods Temple 
And with Religion e cloakt hb, | A Sacred * Prieſt, a arias... = N 2 2— 


Till in a Tempeſt from his Subjects acht, Houſes from Towns, Corns from their fields lye reft, 


Ne was with Thunder to the Shades diſpacht : | Thisas his lateſt Legacy he left. 
Ins Romulus his ſteps, and by his Crimes, The Ocean which ſo long our Iſle confin'd, 
5 = to the Throne Brittains Uſurper climbes : No bounds could give to his ambitious Mane . 
ho! y Hypocrite, firſt Heaven to mock, Our Bonds enlargement was his earneſt toyl; * 
Thong: his Righteous Sovercign to the Block ! To a ſad Priſon hath he turn d our Iſle. ? 
Gods Worſhip he forbids, his Prieſts reviles, Uader both Tropicks are his Miſchiefs ſpoke 
His Temples — , pulls down, or elſe defiles. He ruin'd £»gland, yet would he Flander dame. 
To keep what tc uſurpr by our own Jars, - In uncivil Broyls be did this Land engage 
Upon his peaceful Neighbors forceth Wars 3 "The Nobleſt ſtill were Objects of his Rag R 
Allaules their Towns, onely to give thoſe Graves, New ways of Treaſon he his Countr 555 
| *. generous Souls repin'd to be his Slaves. And then conducted Regicides abroa 
Arlengrh of Orphants Tears and Chriſtian Bloud, Ungrateful man! no tears we can allow 
he had (pile the Cry became ſo loud, {To him that gave us whips and $00, 
¶ Iacenſed Heaven ich a Tempeſtuous Winde, | Qfurpers fear and tremble, now you 
. from the Earth this Locuſt of Mankinde. The great ſt of Villains from the Grave — 
* frer death, as wicked Romulus Nature her ſelf took notice of his Death, 
deified, ſo are there ſome with us, | And jocoun d ſwell d the Sea with ſuch a breath, 
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ar ſtyle his onſter Hero, Hercules, 2 2 — 
un t Succeſſor to pleaſe. And the near Fate of this Great Rebel told. 
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